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words to continue the conversation! But his thoughts
were in a whirl. As luck would have it, the hotel
manager's Saint Bernard loped by at this crucial moment.
Then it stopped still, came to sniff both boy and man,
allowed itself to be patted and fondled.

"D'you like dogs?'3 the baron inquired abruptly.
"Very much. Grandma has one at her place in Baden,
and when we go there on a visit he spends the whole day
with me. It's topping. But we're only there in summer."
"I've a couple of dozen dogs on my estate, and maybe
I'll give you one, a brown chap with white ears, little
more tWn a puppya but well trained.   How'd you like
that?"

The lad blushed with delight.

"Fine!" he exclaimed spontaneously. But then a
revulsion of feeling overtook him, and he stuttered bash-
fully: "But Mother will never agree. She hates dogs
about the house, they make so much work."

The baron chuckled, well pleased, for he had at length
guided the talk on to the lady who interested him.
"Is your mother very strict?"

Edgar reflected for a moment, looked up at his new
friend questioningly as if to see whether the stranger
could be trusted, and then answered cautiously:

"No, can't exactly say she's strict. She lets me do any-
thing I like just now because I've been ill. Perhaps she'd
let me have a dog . . ."

"Shall I put in a good word for you?"
"Oh, golly!" cried the boy delightedly.    "She'd be
sure to agree. What's the dog like? White ears, did you
say? Can he beg and retrieve?"

"He can do any and every trick you can thmfc of."

It was tickling to Otto's vanity to watch the spark he

had kindled in the youngster's eyes. All trace of shyness

disappeared; and the child's spontaneity, no longer

crippled by anxiety and fear, bubbled up like a spring of
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